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DARK HORSE BOOKS 


OATS FOR 
HORSES, BUT 
FOR VULTURES-- 
CARCASSES. 


GONNA 
ANSWER? 


FIGURES. 
YOU STAY 
SILENT... 


.-- WHILE 
THOSE DAMN 
BIRDS WON", 

SHUT THEIR 

BEAKs. 


MIGHT BE 
SOME WORK 
FOR ME IN THIS. 
MIGHT JUST BE 
A HOT PILE WE DON’T 
OF DUNG. STRAY FROM 
OUR PATH, WE’LL 
NEVER FIND ‘ 
OUT. 


ANDRZEJ SAPKOWSKI’S 


A GRAIN OF TRUTH 


WEREWOLF 
OR LESHEN 
WOULDN'T LEAVE 
ALL THIS FOR 
SCAVENGERS. 


THOUGH IT 
COULD BE THINGS 
GOT OUT OF HAND. 
WOULDN'T BE THE 
FIRST TIME. 


HUMAN 
WOULDN‘T 
LEAVE ALL THIS 
FOR GRAVE 
ROBBERS. 


THE WOMAN'S 
COMPANION, BY 
THE LOOKS. THEY 
CAME FROM 
MURIVEL. 


BUT WHAT POSSESSED MAN DIED WHERE HE 
THEM TO TURN OFF LIES. WOMAN TRIED TO 
THE DAMN ROAD, CUT FLEE, THEN FELL. 
THROUGH THE AND DIED. 
WOODS? " 


SEEN A ROSE 
THIS COLOR 
BEFORE. 


See 


ye 


WHATEVER KILLED Wi 
THESE TWO, IT DIDN'T |} 
LEAVE ANY OTHER " 
TRACKS. 


1couLD ‘Gi 
LOOK THE jas 
OTHER WAY... 


WE KEEP OUR 
NOSES OUT OF 
INCIDENTS LIKE 
THIS, WON’T EVEN 
BE ENOUGH CO/N 
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WHEN I’M 
LET IN LIKE 
THAT, I USUALLY 
LEAVE WITH A 
FEW NEW 
SCARS. 


WHAT DO 
YOU THINK, 


=-IS THIS TIME \ 
a DIFFERENT? J | 
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BEGONE, 
BEFO! 
I DEVOUR 


LOWER THAT BLADE, WOULD YOU? AS 
YOU MAY OR MAY NOT HAVE ALREADY 
GRASPED, YOU HAVE ENCROACHED 
ONTO THE THRESHOLD OF 
MY RESIDENCE. 


| 


ERY WELL, 
MORTAL.  / 


YOU WANT? 
WHAT BRINGS 
YOU HERE? 


THEN GET 
FOUND, FOLLOW 
YOUR ARSE. IT’S 

: POINTING THE 
\ WAY. 


GRASPED IT, 
THANKS. NOW YOU 
SHOULD GRASP THAT 
THIS BLADE CAN 
COME BACK OUT 
AT ANY TIME. 


QUICKER 
THAN YOU'D 
THINK. 


ANY WATER 
HERE? HORSE 
IS THIRSTY. AS 
AM J, IF THAT'S 

NOT ASKING 

TOO MUCH. 


Ah, BLAST IT, TRIFLES 
ALL. NOT EVERY DAY I 
RUN INTO SOMEONE 
WHO DOESN‘T RUN 
UPON CATCHING 
SIGHT OF ME. 


IF, HOWEVER, 
YOU ARE A THIEF 
OR A BANDIT, L 
WARN YOU: THIS 
HOUSE OBEYS MY 
COMMANDS... 


.--WITHIN 
THESE WALLS, 


WHAT 
YOU LIVE CONCERN IS 
ALONE? IT OF YOURS 
WITH WHOM 

DWELL?! 


_\ ae 

SEEMS YOU'VE sll = eS QUITE THE , | 
SOMETHING DANGLING é aw NASTY SNARL 
ROUND YOUR NECK, . S| ON THis Beasr. 


GUEST! WHATEVER = E : & WHAT'S THE 
COULD IT BE? y é | Ege hE MEANING? 


SIT, 
GUEST. YOUR 


me BELLY SNARLS 


AS WELL, I 
PRESUME? 


WOULDN'T 
TURN DOWN 
J, FOOD, HOST. 


Sts 


BETTER THAN 


EAT HEARTILY. 
NAUGHT BUT REAL, 
HONEST FOOD, 
WORRY YOU 
NOT. 


I’M NOT Ah 


YES, NOT 
nee THE FRETTING SEE ED: 


TYPE, 1 FORGOT. TO 
HOW ARE YOU YOUR 
CALLED, BY HEALTH, 
THE BY? CERALT 


AND 
YOURS, 
NIVELLEN. 


@ %) 


your \ | 
MAGIC, you \ ff 
BORN WITH} | 
THOSE 
ABILITIES? 


NO. 
ACQUIRED 
THEM ALONG 
WITH MY CURRENT 
VISAGE. NEARLY 
TWELVE YEARS 
AGO NOW. 


PUZZLING OUT HOW 


I LOOKED BEFORE? 
THIRD PORTRAIT FROM 
THE FIREPLACE. 
YOU SEE IT? 


MY PORTRAIT, GUEST, 
REACH OF THE CANDLE 
LIGHT. NO MAN COULD --WHO IN 


You sir so tack THE FIERY 
ONCE MORE-- DEVIL S ARE 


Aha. \F MY 
MEMORY DOES 
NOT DECEIVE, 
WITCHERS EARN 
THEIR LIVING IN 
A CURIOUS 
FASHION. 


MONSTERS 
OF VARIOUS 
SORTS FOR / 


YOUR 
MEMORY 
SERVES YOU 
WELL. 


¢ I AMNO 
OF COURSE! MONSTER. 
IT’S MERELY THE 
LOOKING GLASSES 
PULLING A WARPED 
SORT OF 
JEST. 


Is 
THAT IT, 
WITCHER? 


et, ALL 


~, 
“Un, ay 


—ae th 
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THEY SAY MONSTERS ARE FEWER 
AND FURTHER BETWEEN. YET 
HERE YOU ARE, SITTING 
ACROSS FROM ONE. 


BESIDES, 
YOU'RE NO 
MONSTER, 

NIVELLEN. 


Ls 
I’M SURE YOU an ae 


KNOW WHO. me 4 LIFTED. IN 
j MOST CASES. 

WANT ME 

TO TRY? 


DRINK. I'LL 
TELL YOU THE 
WHOLE SAGA. 


WITCHER 
OR NOT, 
YOU'RE A 
KIND SIGHT 
FOR THE EYES, 
AND I’M IN 


“AS YOU SURELY BEHELD, 


THE VICINITY IS BY AND 
LARGE UNINHABITED. 


Mis | { “MY DEAREST FATHER, YOU SEE, 
WN AP Ina GAVE NONE WHO WANDERED THIS 
= i 


WAY MUCH DESIRE TO LINGER. {| 
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“ALL WHO STRAYED HERE LOST, 
IN THE BEST POSSIBLE 


“AND THE NEAREST VILLAGES 
| BURNED WHEN DEAR PAPA 
FELT THEY TARRIED TOO 
LONG DELIVERING TR/BUTE. 
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IT FELL ON 
ME, AS HIS 
tie cone SE 
IWwAsA ~ 
HIS BAND. YOUTH, THEN, 
SO MY CHARGES 
HAD THE RUN OF 
ME QUICK AS 
A BLINK. 


BEFORE 
LONG, WE TOOK 
TO DOING THINGS 
DEAR PAPA WOULD 
HAVE NEVER 
ALLOWED, HAD 
HE LIVED. 


ONE DAY WE 
VENTURED AS 
FAR AS GEL/BOL, 
NEAR M/RT, WHERE 
WE LOOTED A 
TEMPLE... 


NIVELLEN? 


POX ONLY 
KNOWS, A 
BENIGHTED ONE, 
FOR CERTAIN. SKULLS 
AND BONES LAY ON 
THE ALTAR AND GREEN 
FLAMES BURNED IN 
THE HEARTH. AND 
IT REEKED. 


ILL LUCK 
WOULD HAVE IT, 
FOUND A YOUNG 

PRIESTESS 
INSIDE. 


"| “YET I DIGRESS... | 
> — “3 \ 


pias 
es 
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oo 


yaa . : 
“{ “THE LADS PINNED DOWN ue We 
¥ PRIESTESS, TORE OFF HER . 
iB| GARMENT, AND TOLD ME IT WAS 
p TIME TO BECOME A MAN. . 


WHELP THAT |i 
I WAS." : 


y THAT IF L AM MONSTER IN 
AND f\) HUMAN SKIN, SO I SHALL 
eine une _ BE A MONSTER IN A 
BECOMING A MAN MONSTER’S SKIN, 
v | SOMETHING ABOUT 
THE PRIESTESS SPAT LOVE, BLOOD, L 


IN MY_FACE AND REMEMBER NOT 


SCREECHED OUT } 
SOMETHING. | . Rs camaes 


HEELS, ALMOST RAN 
OA TAD OUR HORSES TO 


HIDDEN INHER J cHEe KILLED DEATH. BEN/IGHTED 
IR, MOST IT WAS, THAT 
Aree HERSELF... TEMPLE. 


AFTERWARD, 
ALL PROCEEDED AS 
THE PRIESTESS 
SAID... 


— 


‘A FEW DAYS LATER, 
I WOKE IN THE 
MORN TO FIND MY 
HELP MIDSCREECH 
AND MIDFLIGHT. 


“IN BRIEF, LIVES 
WERE TAKEN. 


| —— | q 
“IT SEEMS, 


GERALT, THAT I 


SOME KIND OF 
ATTACK. 


“I WIELDED WHATEVER 
LAY AT HAND. THE 
HOUSE HELPED AS 
BEST IT COULD. 


‘ Nea 
“THOSE WHO COULD 


FLED IN PANIC. EVEN ) 
MY KITTY, GUBBERS. 


“BY THE TIME Hela ATTACK 
PASSED, IT WAS TOO 
LATE FOR ANYTHING. 


\ . ~— , 
~ 


“TOO LATE TO EXPLAIN 
TO ANYONE THAT ONLY 
MY APPEARANCE HAD 
CHANGED, NOTHING MORE. 


] Sr aE. 


\g~ es 


“THEN CAME THE 
HORRIBLE FEAR: THAT 


“l SAT IN MY PALACE FOR 
AVERY LONG TIME, “SOME CORPULENT 
QUIET AS A MOUSE, 1 IRN OAF WALTZED IN LIKE 

UNTIL ONE DAY... LORD OF THE 
an. MANOR AND CUT 
ni) ML E ROSES FROM MY 

: AUNTIE’S BUSH. 


“AND I’LL HAVE 
YOU KNOW, THESE 
WERE NOT ANY 
OLD FLOWERS, 
| BUT BLUE ROSES 
FROM NAZAIR. 


——— 
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“WHEN ROUND ARSE FOUND HIS TONGUE, thle 
HE CLAIMED HE’D ONLY WANTED A FEW FLOWERS 
FOR HIS DEAREST DAUGHTER, PLEADED FOR ME 
TO SPARE HIS LIFE, ET CETERA AND SO ON. 


“,. PERHAPS THERE'S 
A GRAIN OF TRUTH 
IN THAT BABBLE, A 
SPECK OF HOPE...” 


t 


“POX IT, IT THOUGHT, IN TALES 
COMELY MAIDS TURN FROGS 
INTO PRINCES AND VICE 
VERSA, SO PERHAPS... 
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1 YELLED, “YOUR 


THE MERCHANT, FOR HE 
WAS A MERCHANT, BEAT HIS 
BREAST, THEN REVEALED 
NOTHING BETTER HIS DAUGHTER HAD 

SPRANG TO SEEN BUT EIGHT 
MIND. SPRINGS. 


NOR DID I KNOW 
WHETHER TO LAUGH 
OR CRY OVER 
FATE’S CRUEL 
BUGGERY. 


I FELT PITY FOR 
THE MERCHANT, 
COULDN’T WATCH 
THE WAY HE 
QUIVERED... 


L/INVITED HIM 
IN, WELCOMED 
HIM AS A GUEST, 
AND STUFFED HIS 
POUCH WITH GOLD 
AND GEMS IN 
PARTING. 


YOU SHOULD 
KNOW THERE WAS 
QUITE A TROVE LEFT 
IN THE CELLARS, 
REMNANTS FROM 
PAPA’S DAYS. 


THE MERCHANT 
MUST HAVE BOASTED 
OF HIS ADVENTURE 
SOMEWHERE, FOR 
NOT TWO MONTHS 
PASSED BEFORE 
ANOTHER 
ARRIVED. 


HE HAD BROUGHT A RATHER WE AGREED HE WOULD 
AMPLE SACK WITH HIM. LEAVE HER WITH ME FOR 
AND HiS DAUGHTER. A YEAR. I HAD TO HELP 
HIM LOAD HIS SACK ONTO 
HIS MULE, HE NEVER y 
WHO WAS : WOULD'VE LIFTED : 


AMPLE YZ IT HIMSELF. 
AS WELL. ») = be 


AFTER A 
MONTH OR SO 


CONVULSIONS AT 
THE SIGHT OF ME. 
SHE WAS PLEASANT, 
SHARP BEYOND 
BELIEF, BUT ALL THE 
SAME, L COULDN'T 
GET MYSELF TO 
DO ANYTHING 
ABOUT IT. 


THING IS, GERALT, I HAD ALWAYS 
BEEN SHY WITH THE LADIES, EVEN 
THOSE RAISED IN A BARN, WITH 
DUNG STILL ON THEIR CALVES, THE YEAR 
THE KIND THE LADS FROM MY LINGERED ON 
THEIR WAY WITH. OF UNWASHED 


CONSCRIPTS, UNTIL 
THE MERCHANT 
FINALLY APPEARED 
AND TOOK 
HER AWAY. 


WHEREUPON I, RESIGNED, 
LOCKED MYSELF \N MY 
RESIDENCE AND GAVE THE 
NO RESPONSE 


NEXT 
TO ANY VISITORS 
FOR SEVERAL sie Aa 


MONTHS. FENNE... 


BUT AFTER 
A YEAR SPENT 
IN ANOTHER'S 
COMPANY, I 
UNDERSTOOD HOW 
=, HARD IT IS WHEN 
a YOU HAVE NO ONE 
= TO FLAP YOUR 
JAW AT. 


“SHE WAS PETITE, 
CLEVER, AND CH/IRPY. NOT 

A SPECK AFRAID OF ME. "ONE DAY, THE 

ANNIVERSARY OF 

MY CUTTING, IT 

SO HAPPENED, 

WE BOTH GOT 

DRUNK AND... 
heh, heh... 


“THEY SAY FAIRY TALES 
HOLD THE WISDOM OF 
THE AGES. WISDOM LIKE 
THAT IS NOT WORTH A 
HEAP OF SHITE, GERALT. 


“BUT FENNE, WELL, SHE TRIED TO 
MAKE ME FORGET ALL MY WORRIES. fi 
SHE EVEN THOUGHT UP A WAY TO fi | 


SCARE OFF UNWANTED G 


“MY MUZZLE ; 
REMAINED AS | 
HIDEOUS AS 
EVER, SAVE far —— 
MAYHAP FOR A ee | _ 
MORE FOOLISH a 
EXPRESSION. 
| L ADMIT, I WAS 
DISAPPOINTED 
| AND DEJECTED. } 


“THAT WAS A 
MERRY LASS, 
a ene 


“THEN 
THERE 


WERE 
OTHERS: 


“IT ALL WENT 
THE SAME 


YS | 
{ at Sag \ 
BARS, 
oS W 


=: . \ ims eestor ss a 
: ~ 2 : — ATT “UNTIL AT LAST IT WAS 'B/TE 
“EIRST A ya ; HEN BUDDING FRIENDSHIP, |h Fl ME, YOU DARLING BEASTS 


MIXTURE OF le ~~ Sal NURTURED BY TRIFLING, YET fl TWN ‘7EAR INTO ME, YOU ANIMAL’ 
\ XPENSIVE, GIFTS... BP) AND OTHER SUCH IDIOCIES.” 


=| FEAR AND ! 
RELUCTANCE... Pe PZ 
~ y) a; : ii ; ’ y (il > / 
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AND THE 
THIRD: 
SAFETY. 


DEAR PAPA 
HAD ENEMIES, 
SEVERAL OF WHOM 
SURVIVED. THE MEN 
MY BAND THRUST INTO 
AN EARLY GRAVE 
UNDER MY PATHETIC 
LEADERSHIP HAD 
RELATIVES. 


THERE'S 
GOLD INMY WW 
VAULTS. IF NOT 
FOR THE FEAR 
I AROUSE, 
SOMEONE 
WOULD COME 


THEN THEIR PAPA’S 
RETURN. TENDER 
FAREWELLS FOLLOWED 
BY AN INCREASINGLY 
NOTICEABLE 
LIGHTNESS TO 
MY TREASURY. 


OF COURSE, I’D LONG 
STOPPED BELIEVING THAT 
A FAIR MAID’S KISS WOULD 

RESTORE MY FORMER 

VISAGE. WHAT'S MORE, I 
eta TO THE CONCLUSION 
MY VISAGE |S FINE 
THE WAy IT |S, 

NO CHANGES 
NEEDED. 


I 
DECIDED TO 
SPEND LONGER 
INTERVALS IN 
SOLITUDE. 


AT ALL, 
NIVELLEN? 


IF YOU ONLY KNEW. THE 
STRAPPING HEALTH THAT 
COMES WITH THIS BODY IS 
ONE THING. THE OTHER: 
MY EXOTIC ODDITY ACTS 
ON LASSES LIKE AN 
APHRODISIAC... 


DON’T 
LAUGH/ NO 
WENCH WOULD 
EVEN GLANCE AT A 
MAN LOOKING LIKE 
I DO IN THAT 
PORTRAIT. 


iN 
Wee : 
Yow By 


YOU SEEM QUITE SURE 
YOU'VE WRONGED NO 
ONE IN YOUR CURRENT 
FORM. NO FATHER, 
NO DAUGHTER. 


IS 
THAT RIGHT, 
NIVELLEN? 


PLEASE, GERALT. 
WHAT SORT OF DRIVEL 
IS THIS? THE FATHERS 
WERE BESIDE THEMSELVES 
WITH JOy, I TOLD YOU, I WAS 
GENEROUS BEYOND 
COMPREHENSION. 


AND THE 
DAUGHTERS? 


YOU DIDN'T SEE THEM WHEN 
THEY CAME HERE, IN COARSE 
DRESSES, HANDS BLEACHED 
FROM WASHING, HUNCHED 
OVER FROM HAULING 
WATER BUCKETS. 


EVEN AFTER TWO 
WEEKS WITH ME, 
PRIMULA ST/LL BORE 
MARKS ON HER BACK 
AND HIPS FROM THE 
BELT WITH WHICH SIR 
DADA HAD TANNED 
HER HIDE. 


WHEREAS WITH ME, THEY STROLLED 
LIKE PRINCESSES, THEIR HANDS 
ONLY EVER HOLDING FANS, NOT 


EVEN KNOWING WHERE THE 
KITCHEN IS LOCATED. 


AND AS FOR 
MATTERS 
OF THE BED- 


IN OUR TIMES. 
I FORCED 
NO ONE, 

GERALT. 


BUT YOU = NO OTHER 


SUSPECTED OPTIONS? 
SOMEONE HAD SOME 


PAID ME FOR 
weir hie PS BAM Our 
OF DAUGHTERS 


BUT HANKERED 
AFTER MORE OF 
MY TREASURY. 
HUMAN GREED 
KNOWS NO 
BOUNDS. 


WELL I DO NOT LIVE 
ALONE. AM I RIGHT?” 


“POX TAKE YOUR 
APOLOGIES. YOU'VE 
SEEN HER, THEN?” 


“YES, GERALT, 
THAT |S THE 
S| REASON.” 


> r E Yi. 
ey ey), 


|) a, 


PPL 


1 “you are. my \ 


=] APOLOGIES.” 


A? ab. 
“THAT WHY MERCHANTS. 
WITH DAUGHTERS HAVE 
BEEN RIDING OFF 


EMPTY HANDED 
RECENTLY?” 


IF YOU 
DON’T MIND, 
I'D LIKE TO 

ASK... 


WELL, AS YOU WISH. THANKS’ 
FOR THE HOSPITALITY, HOST. 


TIME FOR ME TO HIT 
THE ROAD. _- f) 


3 TO LIFT A CURSE CAST BY A 
(ftom oy AE eee PRIESTESS OF CORAM AGH 
CERTAIN ' 3 | es) oe TERA, YOU NEED KNOWLEDGE 
ne Te oe ene 
H) ™ ad T POSSESS. 
HELP? \ Pe 2 
ARE YOU 
CERTAIN 
YOU COULD 
HELP ME? 
WOULD YOU 
BE ABLE TO 
LIFT THIS 
ROM 


SO YOU ARE 
| INTERESTED 
\ AFTER ALL? / 


I'VE SUFFERED FROM 
WRETCHED DREAMS FOR 
SOME TIME. 'MONSTROUS” 
MIGHT BE THE MORE APT WORD. 
ARE MY FEARS FOUNDED? 
BE BRIEF, I ASK. 


COME, 
T’LL LEAD 
YOU OUT. 


YOUR 
FEARS ARE 
FOUNDED. 


W/ 
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THEY LIKE ME, 
THE BEASTIES. AND 
LZ LIKE THEM. MY KITTEN 
GUBBERS, THOUGH SHE 
SHUNNED ME AT FIRST, SHE 
RETURNED. VEREENA, 
SHE ALSO... 


THIS IS NOT ANOTHER 
ATTEMPT TO SEEK A LAUGH 
GRAIN OF TRUTH IN.OLD | ano T SHALL 
BABBLINGS. THIS IS A PUMMEL 
IMPORT. WE LOVE TO YOUR 
EACH OTHER. TONSILE. 


YOUR VEREENA’S 
PROBABLY A 
RUSALKA. BUT 
YOU KNOW THAT. 
RIGHT? 


SUSPECTED AS MUCH, 
AYE. SHE'S SLENDER. 
DARK. SPEAKS RARELY, 
IN A TONGUE I FATHOM 
NOT. BATS NO HUMAN 


MORE OR LESS. SUPPOSE 
YOU THINK SHE WOULDN’T 
COME BACK \F YOU 
TURNED HUMAN? 


Ehh, 
POX IT ALL. 
FAREWELL, 

GERALT. 


SURE OF IT. YOU 
KNOW HOW MUCH 


FARE. SLIPS OFF INTO 
THE WOODS DAYS 
AT A TIME, THEN 
WANDERS BACK. 
TYPICAL, ALL 

Sy) THAT? 


RUSALKAS FEAR MEN. 
HARDLY A ONE'S BEEN 
SPOTTED CLOSE UP. 
WHEREAS VEREENA 


ONE CAME, DAUGHTER IN TOW, 
THREE DAYS BACK. I GAVE NO 
SIGN OF LIFE. THEY POKED 
AROUND THE COURTYARD, 
THEN RODE OFF. 


AND IF THE 
TURN IS TRULY 
HORRIBLE, DON'T 
LOOK FOR ANYONE, 
JUST COME HERE 
YOURSELF AND 
PUT AN END 


I’M NOT THE FOOL YOU TAKE 
ME FOR. YOU CAME HERE ALONG 
THE TRA/L OF ONE OF THE 
MERCHANTS TO LAST VISIT. 


SO SOMETHING'S ( ~~ 
BEFALLEN ONE? ies J 


THANKS, NIVELLEN. I/LL 
KEEP YOU IN MIND. WHO 
KNOWS, MAYBE I’LL FIND 

SOMEONE WHO... 


PERHAPS. 
AND PERHAPS 
NOT. THE PROBLEM’S 
MINE, AS |S THE LIFE, 
AS IS THE PUNISHMENT. 
4 l'VE LEARNED TO BEAR IT, 
GROWN ACCUSTOMED. 


IF THINGS 
TAKE A TURN 
FOR THE WORSE, 
I'LL LEARN TO 
BEAR THAT, TOO. 


DRINK UP, 
ROACH... 


DRINK 
ALL YOU 
‘\ WANT. _/) 


TURNING 
INTO QUITE \ 
THE HYSTERIC, 
ROACH. 


RUN-OF- 
THE-MILL 
FAIRY RING. 
WHY MAKE A 


MORE SENSE 
THAN I DO. 


RS 


wage POO 


WHAT ARE 
YOU? THINKING 
MULA. OR AN 
ALP. A VAMPIRE, 
BUT ONE THAT 
DOESN'T MIND 
YOU THE SUN. 
RESEMBLE A 
RUSALKA ENOUGH 
TO FOOL ANYBODY. 
NO FOOLING 
HORSES, THOUGH. 
THEIR INSTINCTS 
RECOGNIZE YOUR 
KIND WITHOUT 
FAIL. 


YOU WERE DRAWN HERE 
BY NIVELLEN IN HIS CURRENT 
FORM, THAT IT? THE DREAMS 
HE MENTIONED, YOU CAUSED 

THEM. I CAN GUESS 
WHAT KIND OF DREAMS 
THOSE WERE. AND 
PITY HIM. 


no? 


BITING THEIR 
NECKS CLEAN 
THROUGH. 


1 


YOU AND NIVELLEN, Oh my! 
QUITE THE PAIR, MONSTER AND 
VAMPIRESS. YOU, ETERNALLY 
THIRSTY FOR BLOOD, AND HIM, 
YOUR DEFENDER, A KILLER 
AT YOUR BECK 
AND CALL. 


“BUT FIRST, HE , . 
HAD TO BECOME J ; WHAT’VE 
A TRUE MONSTER, YOU AND THAT 
NOT A MAN INA , RAVEN HAIR OF 
4 MONSTER’S MASK.” YOURS DONE TO 
HIM? YOU WERE 
SINGING, MEANING 
YOU'VE DRUNK 
BLOOD, YOU TURNED 
TO YOUR LAST 
RESORT, SO YOU 
WEREN'T ABLE 
TO ENSLAVE 
HIS MIND. 


Aha, SO ™ 
THAT MEANS 
YOU'RE A... 
Va \ s 
\ at 


E 

aN 

YOUR PRETTY Gq) 
HEAD! \N 


SPELL MAW. 


IKILL. 


ZZ 
me 
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: GOT HERBS, 
AND LeT’s > OINTMENTS IN 
GO. AS MY SADDLEBAGS. 
FOR US BOTH. 


GERALT! I’M 
NO LONGER... 


IT BEGGARS BELIEF, “a Y THERE'S A GRAIN 
GERALT. ALL THOSE y ~~. OF TRUTH TO 
YEARS AND NOW... » ee \ EVERY TALE. 


LOVE 
AND BLOOD. 
BOTH HAVE 
INCREDIBLE 


HOW CAN IT 


MAGES AND ADEPTS HAVE 
BEEN BEATING THEIR HEADS 
OVER THIS FOR YEARS, 
BUT HAVEN'T GLEANED 
ANYTHING EXCEPT... 


ost 
LOVE MUST 
BE TRUE.” 
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Reveal the truth behind fairy tales in this graphic novel adaptation 
of Andrzej Sapkowski’s original short story. 


Geralt discovers a secluded mansion where he is welcomed by its 
unusual owner—a beast with the faculties of man. The creature 
invites him inside, divulging stories of his family, his past, and... 


his curse. If the weight of his misdeeds could condemn him to the 


body of a beast—a judgment passed only in fairy tales—could the 
be another grain of truth to these stories of fantasy, one 
help him elude his fate and lead hi 
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